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ANNALS OF TBE POOR.
Whist, sir ! Wonld yon plasa to Kpk aisy

And sit jo down theirs br th dure 1

She sleeps, air, so light and so rcstlss, '
She bears every step on the flare.

What ails her T God know ! . She's been weak!j
For months, and the heat dhrives her wild

The summer has wasted and worn her i CT
Till she's only the ghost of a child. - -

fire, the problem they set themselves t
answer wa, what is the best thing w.
can do with, them, and for them ; tb
question askWltlaily with such a wrench
ing of heart in myriads of homes, am
answered sodiffreittly.r-Tb- e fear o'
Oodaeoined to Jacob ami his wife th
best her I age to give them ; the next

plenty of -- money. To give th-firs-

they began by hedging the chil-
dren's lives with n system of rules, bor
rowed half from the Jewish laws, hal
frinvthflwoTTOf-thei- r sect. . StriC
morality, the keeping of Sunday as i

TQ mr get through the world, but twill ba Tery
low.

If too liKten to all i mid M yon go ;

You'll bo worried nd fretted and kept in k tew,
Far niddlom ton(nii will hve something to do

. Tor people will Ulk. i t
Tf qniet ami mot, yooH hve It presumed
Tint humble poeitfoo is only Hsomed.
You're m wolf in sheep's clothing or else your fool
But doul R excitea eep pertectly oool.

For people will talk.

Tf venerous snd noble, they'll Tent out their spleen.
Teull hear some loud hints that you're selfish and

mean:
Tf upright, honestand fair as the day,
They'll call you a mfrue in a sly, sneaking way,

i or people wui uik.
And tbea, U you show Ujc least boldness of heart,
Or a shht inclination to take your own part ;
They will call you an upstart conceited and vain,
out seep siraignt ahead, dont stop to explain,

For people will Ulk.
If threadbare your dress, or yonrbat,
oome win one will surely tate notice or mat,
And hiut you're unable to pay your own yay,
But dont t excited a whatever they say,

Fo." people will talk.
If yon dress In the fsshion drot think to escape,
For the criticixe then in a diliercnt shape
You're ahead of your means, or your tailor's not

ta.rf :
But mind your own bnslnens, there's naught to be

wane,'( ) r people wHl talk.
How the best nv to do is to do as von please :
For your niiud, if you have one, will then be at ease
ur course you will meet with an sorts 11 aouse ;
But dont think to stop them twill be of no use.

For People will talk.

WHAT CAME OF IT.
BY ELIZABETH A. 8. CHESTER.

" Then Ton think yon wouldn't do it
Dolly?" said Uncle 'Liphalet, pulling
out the stoje-beart- h and poking at the
coal.

" No, I wouldn't, 'Liphalet," replied
Annt Dilly, resting her sinning knit
ting-needle- s, while she stirred up the
pumpkin simmering in tlie pot. " The
farm's paid for now, and if we're savin'

- we've enough to last us through. Whv
should we harass ourselves wi seekin'
after riches?"

' Tain't riches I'd be seekin, arter,
Dolly, but this Mr. Sainton they call

. htm a very smart young man, .Dolly- -

he says if the mill ain't rebuilt the vil- -'

lage'll go back'ards, the farm'll sink
.in Tally, and things'll generally run

down. You know, Dolly, I never hild
back when I eomd do anything to help
along.

" I ain't likely to forget, Uphalet,
whero the calf and butter money went

, in tima 'o war, nor how you've given to
church and missions, schools and poor
folks, and everything else anybody l a
mind to draw a paper for. Yon and I've
had more disagreements "

" Eut this'U be helpin' ourselves as
well as helping others, Dolly. This
Mr. Swinton he's a very pleasant- -

spoken voung man, Dolly he says he 11

guarantee the stock shall pay for itself
in three to hve years. He says lie d
rather build here than elsewhere, be-

cause he wants to help his native vil
lage,' and if we 11 all take hold, and

ai-- help a little, he can do it."
" "We've no money to put in," said
Annt Dolly, leaning back and fixing
her eyes on the coals Uncle Liiph had
raked open, " unless we take

" Unless we take what we'd laid by
for ltube's eddveatirm," said Uncle
Liphalet, softly.

' " Since God took Rube's eddyeation
into His own hands, 'Liphalet, I've al-

ways wanted that money to lie in the
bank until we'd a plain call to use it.
can't ar to think of its being used
like other money.

" Nor I, Dolly, but Rube would wish
it doing good, and this Mr. Swinton
says it might draw thrible what it does
now. We can maybe use the income in
helpin' boys who love larnin', as Rube
did."

Dolly replied nothing. After the
mention of Rube's name silence was
wont to fall between the old couple, an
old couple outwardly as crooked, os
gnarled, ami aeraggly as any two old
apple-tree- s that drew sustenance from
their rocky fields.

This Mr. Swinton, he came out to
the farm the next day, and Aunt Polly
put on her Hack alpaca apron and re
ceived him with a courtesy. A man of
less shallow sympathies wonld hare
been touched with a kind of pitying
tenderness for tho obsequious old wo-

man, but to Swinton her deference was
constitutionally agreeable. It argued
well, too, for his designs. He drew his
gloved finger athwart his fozy-colore- d

moustache, and talked business.
- Heaven help the simple-minde- d old
couple now! What is "business" to
them but a kind of mysterious wonder-
land full of pyramids and sphinxes and
statnes of Memnon ? What a business-
man but a priestly sorcerer, with his of-

ferings and incantations, living ever
among the mysteries ?

But heaven didn't help them. Sonie-time- s

it does seem to fail people in
their "sorest needs; and yet, things
work obscurely and very far around,

who as yet has seen the end of any-
thing?

Aunt Dolly, in her wood rocker, knit
silently on t'ie socks tlint would bring
her 75 cents a pair. Unele 'Liphalet
drauk in the ninn'- - words with y.

"Let mi tell yoii, sir, manufacturing
enterprises ar the life of our villages.
Compare " Mr. Swinton drew l is com-
parisons fluently and corr;vt.lv. "Wore
we to locat" elsewhere stock wonld be
rapidly taken up, but owing to our
most Biugnlar and unfortunate fires
loss of confidence in the location I am
strongly desirous of conferring the

of the mill on my native vil-

lage ; citizens must subscribe."
"As for the risk, how can there be

any risk? Let me explain." Mr. Swin-
ton was a man of facts, and his expla-
nations consisted of facts, nnimpeach-- '
able, immovable, facts that there was
no going back of or around. " That
doesn't admit of a question, I know it
to be true, why, we've demonstrated
it, sir. Do you see ?"

Uncle 'Liphalet thought he saw.
Who could avoid seeing a square, sharp-ly-defin- el

fact, that was nowhere allow-
ed to melt away into suppositions or
uncertainties ?

' I hain't but leetle money, any way,"
said Uncle "Liphalet, pushing back his
rough, gray lfteks with his rough,
trembling fingers. " Mother an' me
saved up enough, leetle by leetle, to
eddycate Rule with ; but he Rube
died, yon know, and tho money has lain
in the bank."

" A thousand isn't much, any way,"
id the man of tens of thousands, tip-

ping back in his chair, and picking his
teeth elegantly; but tho morale your
subscription lends is something. Our
very singular and unfortunate fires, you
see. The fact that men like yourself
have intrusted their savings to ns, gives
ns desirable standing."

Uncle 'Liphalet's vanity was touched,
but D lly with dosed lips counted her
titchea. -
" What do you say, D0II3- - ?"
"Ihave said my say, 'Liphalet. In

icknesa or misfortune we might fall
back on Rube's money, otherwise I'd
rather it remained in the bank."

" A thousand dollars, sir. " contin-
ued the little old lady, sufiiciently hum-
ble lxfore this man of means, "athou-an- 4

dollars that's leen saved bit by bit
and laid up in five dollar bills for a per-tickel- er

object, seems different from a
thousand dollars that's just one of
many going up and down and trucking
around in business, sir."

The light-eye-d Swinton played with
his watch-chai- n nervously. An un-
sophisticated old woman, this bviug a
solicitor for her patronage was not
agreeable, but in " business" very dis-
agreeable things have sometimes to be
done.

"This deposit, then, was made for
the benefit of your son, Reuben. His
death was a great loss to you ; a loss to
the community. Rube was full of life
and enterprise. He would have made
a public-spirite- d man. I wish he were
alive now. "

Artford Swintou's small, light eyes
could detect human weaknesses ; Art-for- d

Sainton's quick apprehension and
tact enabled him to work up those
weaknesses for his own interest s. When,
a half hour later, he passed out between
the lilao clumps, he carried cn his pa-
per Uncle 'Liphalet's subscription, and
in his pocket Uncle 'Liphakt' bank
book.

" My hand trembles so, I hain't made
all the letters very good," Undo 'Lip-
halet had said as he removed hi i hpee-iacl- es

and critically surveved his labor-
ed signature.

"We mut trust y.m to lake care of
it for us, sir; father and I don't know
anything about business," Aunt Polly

Ton came to California in 1852. Yon
return home, for the first time, in 1872.
Yonr hnme, in aa iastern eute. is
Doze villa.

Kur tii lost twrntv Tears you havn
persisted in regarding Dozeville ss Mill
possessed of ail the attrtctivencss it
bad for you in youth. Inflection told
yon it must have changed. People

ho had visited Dozeville and returned
bore back gloomy stories of its dullness
uid monotony. But you have not sc n
this. You oould not realize it. There

asforyou but one Dozeville youi g
Dozeville always young, because you
saw it last in youth.

In dawln aru in river and bunk
jlaims, picking aud shovelling up to
the middle iu mud, slum, ami Ut;
by your cabin-doo- r, smoking the even-u- g

pipe ; ou the stt r le ridges of L.

nrospt-ctiui- r for " ledcre." vou
have in imagination many times visited
Dozeville. You have shaken hands
vith all its old citizens ; you have been
'or a time the newly-returne- d lion of
he place. No mstter that letU-- r sft r
etter told you how sires and grntnlires
mil matrons and blooming, biilit-- t yed
chool mates had dropid oil, you would

n-- e yourself, on the first Sunday home
tt Dozeville, stauding in the village
Jinrch; and with what congregation
ould yon fill it save the one you had

left?
The dream is realized ; the continent

s crossed ; you stand bodily iu Doze-Wil- e,

None knows of yonr coming. It
s night; the train has topx'd at the
lepot. The railroad has been extended
o Dozeville since you left ; iWcvillinn
rere tslking of building this road wlien
'ou were a loy. Tlie " brunch" .is
hirty miles in length. They were
liirty years talking it over. Old Doze-Milia- rs

had lived mid died talking of it.
Vt last a brisk New York sjxeulutr
tme along, aud iu a lew mouths the

imd was built.
. There is a feeble i frtTvescenee aliout
he Dozeville depot wlien the train
lops. Compared with the roaring,
niHtling, crowding bustle of a wile-iwsk- e

town, is is as the languid xp of
t stale champagne-bottl- e to the rour of

forty-tw- o pounder. Yon get iu a
viacli, and are driven towards the fum- -

ly residence. It is a cold, clear w in-

ter's night. You look out ; tlie wind is
oaring through the lenlless sycamores;
very street has its old curve ; every

'louse is in its old pi nee. You reeog-n'z- e

them all, as though you had h it
!ut yesterday ; yet a gloom seems to
isng sbout them, for you seem to resi-
ze now thst you are not to meet this
r thst old neighUir whowe daily coming

uid going from Uio.ho gates seemed iih
inchang able as the rising and si tting
f yonder moon. You have met your
noiher and sinters; you hsve almost

Seen obliged to prove to them your
identity. It was s surprise, but not
exactly of the quality you hud hoped
cor. They were hardly prepared to see

middle-age-d man, worn by toil snd
xposure. The last photoginph you
eut home, ten years so, implied still
toine appearance of youth. And alter
i few iiajB, sometimes nftrr a few hours,
you make a diseoveiy ; yon sre not ac-

quainted with your on mother ami
inters. Twenty years is too long nn
ibseuoe ; there is a great gap, a whole
lifetime of incident aud event, between
vou and them. Xou are Ihiuii.I to a
uonsnnd California sympathies and

of which they know nothing,
fou betray them every hour. You sro
outiniially proving, now that you are

back at the old home, seated in the old
irm-chai- r, and on the very curpet over
vhich yon tumbled in yonr babyhood,
hat three-fourth- s of you heart is haek

- a the laud of geyxers, grizzlies aud
'old. The mother involuntarily sigh.
This is not the Isiy's heart which let t
her twenty years ago; it is a strange
nsu's heart, full of hoiies fears, tihtus,

snd remembrances unknown to her. It
s a uesrt recant, remoulded. It wsh a
'Ksrdless lwy who left her from the
iradle to that last pHrting she had
nown his whole life; but this is a

bearded man who has returned, with
aslies of gr y in his hair, with a dif-

ferent manner and a different voice,
lie brings with hiin the volume of
wenty years of life, but sho cannot

roar it all at once. He shows carelessly
t page here and there, but it is broken
ind fragmentary to her. Her eyo
brightens when he Senks concerning
mine event of his childhood ; there she
s upon familiar ground that seems a

piece of her own son. Hers during
vour entire absence bus been the quiet
life of Dozeville, imt making half a
dozen new acquaintances ; you have
made hundreds in the same time, snd
you bring them all home with you.
'tv Hand M'nOiti.

Tho Indiau tnu m border Whitcg.
Tlie custom of taking to themselves

Indian wives still prevails among the
hnnters and trapprs of our western ter-
ritories, and a coriTjondent of the
Chicago 7r Lunr, writing from the Wy-

oming, says : "It is no uncommon thing
in this mountainous region to find a
white man and a squaw who have a nu-

merous progeny of half breed children
grow ing np around them. These child-
ren are active snd quick-witte- and
their descendants will go toward mak-
ing op our highland population. The
squaws make good and Isithful wives,
and, so fur ss their knowledg goes, good
mothers. They seem to enjoy life, snd
in their gsmbling games get thoroughly
excited. The woni n have games of
their own, snd no rn in interferes with
them iu auy way. Tho game seems to
be somen list like the old play of the
children called, " Button, button, who's
got ttie button?" During the whole
game all the women sing together the
mofct lively air I hsve ever heard among
the savages, and all are eager for tlm
possession of the grand priac, which
consists of bends, snd boml-wor- scis-
sors, money, needles, thread, snd a
hundred other thiugs dear to the femi-
nine heart. The children, too, nre
anxious lookers-o- n ; and h who sup-
poses the Indians never enjoy them-
selves ought to see t hi m in this gaiiic,
wlicr.' their whole souls sppesr to be
absorbed in plessuruble rxcitenu nt. It
a called the Gume of Hand ;

aud while it is going o' a woman at ei-

ther end of the two rows of players,
beats on th poles which separate them
with all their might, keeping time to
the music, and increasing the enthusi-
asm aa much as pofiaiblc. Home of the
young squaws are handsome, black-eye- d

creatures, with mwes of raven hair,
who would attract attention anywhere.
Their bright colored blankets si t off
their charms to tho grestent advatitare,
and they appear modest and decorous
euongh. For a loin time I was of opin-
ion there was no such thing as a hand-
some I ml i an girl, but in this I was
greatly mistaken some of them licing
very fair to look upon. They break
early in life, and the old women look
like'the veriest hsgs. The young girl
have all the playful little wsys of their
fairer sisters, and the little ones have
their dolly pspooses, the same aa white
children. Iiiimiin nature afU-- r all ia a
good desl the same everywhere, and a
little observation among savages show s
that they are governed by the same
passions an t impulses that we are
though wild and untamed. A love of
ease, and a contempt for hard work,
sre by no means confined to the red-
skins.

John Smith.
Ia IaUb he is Johannes Hmithus; the

Italians smooth him off with Giovanni
Smith ; the Spaniards render him Jiiini
Hmithus ; tlie Dutchman adopts him us
Hons Schmidt ; the French flatten him
ont into Jean Hnieet ; and the Russian
sneezes and barks Jonzoff Bmittowski.
When John gets into the tea trade iu
Canton he iwooine Jov v. Shimmit ; but
if lie clamlwrs about Mount Hecla, the
Ioelander'a say he is Johne Bmithm n;
if he trades among the Tiiscaroras 1m

liecomes Ton Qua Smittia ; in Poland
he is known Ivan Schmittittiweinki ;

should he wander among the Welh
mountains, thev talk of Jihon Hemidd ;

when he goes to Mexico he is booked as
Jantli F'Smitti ; if of classic turn he
mingles among Greek ruins, he turns
Ion Smikton ; snd in Turkey he is ut-

terly disguiHcd s yoiirm lf o oe Self.

It a estimate that two hundred
and eighty-liv- e distinct remedies hsvo
appeared in the Daily papers as worrant-e- d

to cure the korse disease.

!H?S?GGJitJMBI4r

The " Original --"Arkansas Traveller..'
oe37e make no afp foTepJibJishing
this "oldold fitory' tis true" that 'it

ATlrWtf long agd, bat it really never
wiut ges oia, in one sense oi Te wora.
WerhaTe had many a hearty laugh oyer.
and if our readers will' Carefully J study
it they will Hod much in ibito Inlek-es- t

...The scene is that of a dilapidated! log
caom in Ariia.asa. ,, is per
soncB a trapper seated upori ah inverted
lub, playing the first part of a familiat
air upon an o!4 violin, aridluYwife and

following colloquy ensues.
V Stranger How do you do-sir-? j Are
you well ?

Trapper Stranger, kin you call
man who eats three squar meals a day
drinks hearty, and sleeps sound, Twell?

1(Fiddles.)
Stranger-- ! think I could. How long

Trapper 1) ye see that mountain1
thar? ,iit ttt i .k

Stranger :WelL.j, .,
,Trapper-r-Tha- t wor h'yar whan I

epmeli'yar. (Fiddles.).
. Stranger Thank yon .,for . the in

m of inn -
'

Trapperoh're welm-e.-" f J 4

,t Stranger. Can Itay here to-nig-

Trapper Well you can't say' h'yar?
u Stranger How "long' will it take? to
get to the next tavern ? "' ,,; J jtn Ttril ?1T .t' tirJTif j.iitp(JCi - eu, jty fx, wju teii. wiere
at all, if you stand tkur- - foolin,' with me
all night. (Fiddles.) .n.---- , i

f Stranger How far do you call it to
the pext tavern?. ''' '',f'V ' I

Trapper I reckon li s Upwards o'
some distance.

Strange. "Doryou keep any spirits
in-thi-

s house; VioiV. jT , ;

. Trapper Guess tliar's. plenty down
in the grave' yard.- - (Fiddles.) ' -

Stranger-rHowjJo.yon.-cfoS- jthe rivr
ahead? i i . 1 ltt

Trapper The ducks all swim across.
(Fiddles.), .",r i'M-- r )
. .StrangerrHow fay is it to the forks
ofthe TOftd mU i. ..: 1 ,' viii
( . 4. rapper, iiie.rona aan.iiorji.eti yet. iu
these diggans.":(FiIdle8.) - ? Jj

Stranger Where-doe- s .naairoad go
to? -

Traer--WalTi-r Sin't moved a step
wnoeJCTQ belyjir --, , .

Stranger .Why don't you rair" the
roof of your house. It must leak

Trapper Cos1 it is beeii Tainiug like
all creation lor three weeks, .Fiddles. )

Stranger Why don't you mend it
when its hot raining5? "'v

Trapper Cos . then, it don't leak.
(Fiddles,) ,

Stranger Why don't you play the
second part of that tune ? -

; Trapper-HCo- e I don't knew it, kin
you? - " .v ?

stranger 1 can.
Trapper Yon kin ! Look h'vttf

stranger, any man who can play the
second part of that tune kin go right
into Congress onto it.

Stranger Give me the fiddle. (Tak-
ing fiddle and plays entire tune.)

Trapper-i- ( yelling with joy.) That's
itbygoll." Do it ,agan, stranger, Ya-he-y

! (Shaking hands. ) H'yar, stran-
ger, inako yourself at home. You kin
stay a week live an' die h'yar if it's
agreeable. . Here, Sal, bring out that
jug. An' go dig some sassafras root,
and make the strajager & cup o' tea.
Shake hands agin, stranger ! ? By goll
you're a trump yon are 1 Play it agin!

. Only a Woman's Hair.
Yes, it is only a woman's hair soft

and silken and brown. To you it is but
a faded tress, but to me it cannot fade,-fo-r

the love which sanctifies it, is eternal
aud caimot know iecay or death.

It was once somewhat brighter than
it is now, bul then my life was brighter
too, and the poor, little lock of soft,
brown hair ket ps its freshuess better
than the heart v hieh loves it, and the
hand which fondles it in these evil d;i s.

It flowed then dver a neck graceful as
the lily stem, an r pure white the lily
flower;, it danced .coquettishlv then,
when sweet girlish" laughter bubbled
out upon the air, and it was scented with
the. , breath of orange blossoms, an.l
dewy with the kisses of the warm south
wina that ripple.; over the blue waters
of the Gulf. It was Jiappy then as the
pure young heart of its maiden mistress,
and seeyied to smile as the sunbeams
shimmered over it, and the moon laid
her golden glory on its glossy waves.
--diatnw tkejEireatiiiPpA; orange blos- -

jKftnf Irv-- s onbv imon; d memories,
and the blue Gil If has Vanished in the.
dim distance ; and the soft tendrils seem
to twine thems. Ives about my heart,
wilh a yearninir lofielijiji'ss, as if they
would draw me on into the grave, where
she and I and they could' be once more.

"To-nig- ht ,ns" f loo&trto the deep
brown eyes, and listened to the low- -.

voiced tones of another woman, I thought
of hey from whpse wealth, of flowing
'trebses this was tafen. ,Sfe too, had
soft, brown eyes, and a gentle voicethat
made music of the humblest words,bnt
the g1i6slly"rear8 that have rushed off
into "the rhvrk, since her eyes looked into
tnine, and the phantom joys which have
faded since her voice fell like a blessing
on my hot young heart, I do not care to
count.f'"T

It seema long time, though I
could count the; years, and the joys on
my lingers.

Yes, it is only a woman's hair, but the
violets and the" buttercups blossom
nbrrre-tr- bemtiful-;twa- from whence
it came, and the little hands that Sever-
ed it, and tied that bit of faded ribbon
ronnd it, are folded for a long sleep,
over a white bosom that knows no heart
throbbjngs. It is only a woman's hair
to you a trifle, a thing of slight signifi-
cance, but ' when they carry me to my
last home, I will sleep better if that be
laid upon my. heart and buried with me,

Are Men and Women Fond of Each
-- Other?

A French lady of high literary and
social distinction is credited with' the
Remark thatrbutj olifiihing reconciled

ert being uhtooi.'aif and that was that
she wonld not have to marry a woman.
Unmindful of this little bit of expe-
rience, the Pall Mall Gazette (London)
has ' been' '.greatly exercised over the
problem "whether men are more inter-
esting to- men than women, and whether
women find more in women to interest
them than they do in men." The Ga-

zette, after having thoroughly sifted
the matter, comes to the conclusion that
the pretended fondness of the two sexes
for one another is the great fundamental
hypocrisy of the race.

The Gazette says : "It would be- - nti-fa- ir

to dwell too much on the circum-
stance that they can make one another
uncomfortable in a way that men never
make men nor women women, taking
that fact by itself. This' might be a
mere result of their being different.
But a review of the whole case tends to
establish a general incompatibility be-
tween the two. - Things will have to
alter very much if men and women are
to get a'ong well together. ' The pre-
tence that they are dying of sheer lik- -'

ing for one another is not only not prqv--
ed, it is disproved. Not merely is that
kind of mortality wholly f absent from
the returns, but after . all these, centa- -

ries the two sexes 'greatly keep aloof
from one another." That Vill fetrike
many a love-sic-k swain, and maiden as
curious philosophy " But' we will let
the Gazette present its theory,, and thW
the reader may pass npon.ita may suit
his or her whim. That paper Rays r; ' ' '

!WheneTer yon can get a glimpse of
their true tendencies, it comes out clear-
ly enough that men and women are do-

mestic creatures ender compulsion. All
kinds of social contrivances have been

turing company," it was a bqat loaded
with stone to the water s edge. Poor,
deceived and disheartened though tfiey
were, never did men "strain muscle
harder than those who sought to lighten
her; but over the side the water came
in, and she went down. ' " " J

. Then np from the east and the west
and the north and the souths oame
creditors, seeking their just dues, none--

doubted, but seeming oftentimes to th&
gnarled and hard-worki- debtors like
the fat kine come np anew to devour
the lean. :' Aunt Dolly and Uncle 'Lip-
halet waited patiently for the one to
whom; they were apportioned, He was
not greedy ; he allowed hid prey to lie
fattening until the leaf buds swelled
on the lilacs. Meanwhile, what agonies
Annt Dolly underwent can not be de-

scribed. What must the crab feel in
seeing the stork straddle along the
shore and gobble up" his "fellows, and
knowing not whether his turn shall
come now or then ?

Aunt Dolly's ideal creditor wa- - nn
iron man, steel-tippe- d and brass-boun- d;

when therefore, the real creditor ,one
early April morning swung back be-

little picket gate, and stopped to sniff
at the lilac buds, she closed hef eyes as
she would have done "in 'the hands of
the executioner. , She. ;went, though,
and let him in as if he had c me jnk
bis own and his oTrr5rived liinv

Then she at oldwft fb ht?r8ock-- ,
knitting beside. Uncle 'Liphalet. Uncle
'Liph shook worse, and his hair and
face were ' whiter th an when - Swinton
called three years befose. .

The creditor5 talked pleasantly ; bo
had liis- - predecessor. -- All 4" business
men" were to Aunt Dolly of the Artful
Swinton type,"') cf' rp j

' The creditor opened tiny subject
gently. .
,'1 know the law gives it to, yo, sir ;

but it8 hard,', hard bringing iny mind
to it," said the hoarse voice of Uncle
'Liph coming over infirm lips. " Here's
where Dolly and me came when we
were first married. ; There was ,a heavy
mortgage on the farm ; but we rfaid
we'd work onrselTes clear, and we didv
sir. We'd , saved np something "foH
Uube s eddyeation ; but Kube died and
the moneys-- gone; the farms going,-- !

and we re going. I don t know where
we're going. - , i , - ; ,

The creditor looked troubled.
" Why, sir, there ain't a. rod o' stone

wall on5tlie farm but I've laid the stone;
not a foot o' drained medder land but
I've put down the tiles ; not a bearin
tree in the orchid but I grafted ; there
ain't. .Oh ! it'll be drefful to take away
the farm, drefful. "

,
:

Uncle 'Liph laid his great, rough
hands over his face, and the tears trick-
led through his fingers. ; 3" He don t oughter-she- d clears, said
Annt. Dolly, apologetically, "but he's
been so harassed - and i worried, he's
kind o' weakened and broke down, sir.
But it's hard on us both to. leave the old
farm. There's a difference; sir, betwixt
a farm that's bought for a lump o'
money, and a farm that seems to stand
for the spotted, calf, and the co3set
sheep, and the yellow hen's eggs "

Uncle Xiiphalet broke m : "Its
rocky, and; don't look like , much, I
know, but 'pears to me men 'are some
like trees ; it's them as has their roots
twisted around and nnder tho rocks
that it's hardest to tear np. I never
expected to die in the poor honse, ste
None o my kin ever went there.3- - What
would Rube say ? Whv, what would
Rnbe say, Dolly?" , ; , ; :i J

"I've tried hard to realize it," said
Annt Dolly, "in the night-tim- e, too,
sir, what it'll be to be sitting by some-
body's else fire him

in their wood, and out here another
than me, canning the plums, and dry-
ing the sage, and a spattin' up the but-
ter on the back porch "

"And drivin' the cows to pnstur O
Lordy !" broke in the old man.1

" But the hardest thing" to leave
Reuben, our son,; he was turned eigh-
teen, sir, is: buried on the farm. If
you'll step to the winder, sir," I'll show
you his grave. There, down unaer that
maple. There's were he fit for college,
and when he came to die, it seemed, sir,
as if in that place where he'd jdreamed
over his Latin and his Greek )f a grvat
futur', there he. wanted to be left. He
asked it ' that morning fh a whisper, I
hope whoever , gets the farm, sir,
thev'll they'll keep up the fence
8JwmdthegreT.-j-rlt- 3

The creditor choked back something
in his thxt a1, and made a nervous ees- -

tnre.
"Keep it to yourself, madam, keepTt

up yourselfv Tra e takes its own risks
and must bear its own losses. I'll not
come back; security of which I was
ignorant when!! Accepted the obliga-
tion, on property that has become se-

curity through, tlie dishonesty of
man dt'eeiyed me a well as ytfU4
My humanity would shame me."
i The old couple fetared at the man in a

dazed sort of . a way. What did he
mean, this iron man, steel-tippe- d and
brass-boun- d, this " business man T' -

" I believe I'll be able to catch the
noon train," said he, snapping: together
his watch-cas- e;

'

Annt Dolly followed him to the door,
"I I 'don't know as I understood

you, sir."
"Keep your farm, ma'am. I've no

moral claim, I'll have no legal claim tc
it. Go on drying your sage, and spat-
tin' np your butter, and pray for Swin-
ton, for he needs it if ever a man did."

Aunt Dolly laid her worn hand sol-

emnly on the man's sleeve Twice she
tried to ppeak and twice she failed.

" The Lord bless you, sir, in your
basket and yonr store, at fvourifucside,
and among men ; and O, sir.'when you
grow an old man and feeble, may He
hold vou in-th-

e hollow of His right
hand"

Annt Dolly's thin, qnarering Toice
swelled to a full tone, and the man in- -

i i i - iciiueu ins ucuu reverently. -,
(

"What does he say, Dolly?" calUd;
Uncle 'Liphalet. -

The man broke ' off a spray of the
brown-g- i een lilac buds and crushed
them, fragrant as the old woman's bless-
ing, between his palms.

HnV wonderful it is, that, right after
those who. would destroy our faith in t
humanity, so often come those who re-

establish it in four-fol- d firmness !

. ii
Flower-Garde- n and Lawn.

Roads, in order to be Taluble,
must be passable at all times, and in
order to make them so it is necessary
to excavate to the depth of two or three
feet, and fill in with large stones, grad-
ually diminishing as,.the, surface is
reached, and finish off with graVeL The
roads should be slightly rounding, so
that the whter will not settle in spots.
A road made in the above manner will
help drain the land.

Laws. Clear up all "sticks and , lit-
ter which have accumulated during the
winter, and if the grass has been .

winter--

killed, rake in fresh seed as soon as
the frost has disappeared.

" Perennials should be moved early
beforw they, .have ' commenced their
growth.. They ough to be taken iip
and divided every three or four years.

, Shrcbs. Prune alt those which need
it before they start into growth.

Climbbbs. Provid plenty of climb-er- a

for - covering .trellises and arbors.
Clematis, Virginia Greepr, Akebia, and
many other plants are well suited for
this purpose.

Annuals. --Sow seeds in hot-be-d or
window-boxe- s of "such- - sorts as need a
long season to perfect them. A few of
the hardier sorts may be planted in the
open grounl the latter part of the
month. . .' - .

GRAiN-DitiXL- S fat. Except that
they lack a steering apparatus, our
driils are the best in the world.

had said as she relinquished the precious
little blue book.

" Certainly, rely on me, I do assure
yon, I shall remember the circum-
stances. Any favor that is in my power
to confer ' Mr. Swinton had said
gibly.

Aunt Dolly stepped to the window
with her knitting, and watched the
man as he struck a light for his cigar on
her gate-pos- t.

" I wish we hadn't done it, 'Liphalet,
s&id sIig

" Oh don't say bo, Dolly, doa't." .

" I don't like his eye, and for all he
talks so open and honest he seems to
me like a close man, a man who keeps
something back.

"Yon mustn't be prejudiced against
him, Dolly, because he appears a leetle
vain and flashy. Men ant now what
they were in our days. He comes of an
honest, obleeging kind of a family, and
they call him a very smart young man,
.Uoiiv."

Time with its incidents and accidents
went on, and Aunt Dolly grew used to
thinking of Rube s money as m bwin
ton's hands. This certificate of stock
in the " Native Village manufacturing
company, w:vs carefully laid away, and
she no longer spent sleepless nights
over it, nor sighed when the matter was
mentioned.

Tho mill went up and the operatives
came; real estate rose again, and the
Native Village flourished. Uncle 'Lip
halet peddled out early potatoes, sweet
corn, and mutton oy the quarter ; and
Artford bwinton, though he had presi-
dent, and directors, and clerks, and
heaven only knows what else around
him, was " The Company," and smoked
cigars best brand or none gave the
company's note, and forever stroked the
foxy-colore- d mustache. While he car-
ried on the cotton manufacture he did a
still more flourishing business in the"
manufacture of facts. He heaped facts
upon facts on the head of the president
until he smothered that gentleman in
facts ; he piled bales of facts before the
directors until they couldn't see over
the pile ; he threw facts into the eyes of
the stockholders until they were" stone-blin- d

; he gave banks and creditors se
curity of facts, and his friends quaffed
nepenthe of facts i the social glass.
Days when croqueting was dull the
books were "fixed." Book-keepin- g,

once a science, designed to show the
pecuniary standing of individuals and
companies, now became an easy and
economical method of " ' xing things.
Now and then a dividend was declared.
and the stream that turned the mill
glittered in the sun like the river Pacto-lu- s.

Uncle 'Liphalet put greenbacks
into the contribution-box- , and thanked
the Lord daily that He was giving him
increase of substance.

Then there began to be a haze in the
air through which had glittered the
river 1'octolus. bwinton said it was
smoke from the Boston fire. It grow
denser and denser.

"Smoke from that Boston fire;
wind blows this wav, yet," said Swin-
ton, between the puff3 of his cigar.

Bu j smoke has an unpleasant effect
on men s eyes, and meeting after meet-
ing was held to devise measures to get
rid of it. Uncle 'Liphalet, at these
meetings, sat silent and trembling, lis
tened to talk that he . could no more
understand than the chattering of Choc-taw- s,

and was shown statements that he
could no more comprehend than the in-

scriptions on Pompey'8 pillar. The
man of facts lounged in an attitude of
such elegance as men are wont to as
sume when by themselves, and agreed
with everybody, assured everybody,
was " putting his thing through, " and
offered his facts for this latter purpose
with astounding liberality. Alack ! the
Swinton cigar smoke, though it rose
gracefully, and curled around the heads
of the stockholders, naturally mingled
with the smoke of the .boston hre, and
men s visions became more and more
obscured.

All at once Swinton was off for En- -
rope for purposes of self-cultur- e, per-
haps the man needed it. Then were
his layers of facts, his dividends in
papor and his dividends in money push-
ed aside. O, ye gods, what a sight met
the gaze of men, then ! Now the smoke
rolled np in vohimes from all quarters ;
a darkness that might be felt set in, and
men groped for each other's hands. No
more did the Pactolus glisten and glit-
ter and shimmer before their eyes, but
in their ears roared a swollen, turbid
stream, foaming, tossing great cakes of
ice up and down, and threatening to
bear them njl away, grind them np, and
carry them out to open ocean.

Some of tho men there could talk,
and, though one have fetters on his
feet, fetters on his hands, and bricks on
his head, if he can talk his condition is
not unbearable. But Uncle 'Liphalet
couldn't talk; so he picked his way
down the icy steps, groped his way
home through the snow-stor- m and rat-
tled the back door as a signal to Annt
Dolly to let him in.

"Are you frozen, Liphalet? asked
Aunt Dolly in terror as the candle- -

ight strnck the white face.
Uncle Liphalet staggered in, imd

sinking on the lounge covered his face
with his wrinkled hands.

" O, Dolly I"
"Yon needn't tell me, 'Liphalet, I

know what 'tis. I've felt 'twas coming.
But, O, 'Liphalet, we've helped each
other through hard times these fifty
years and we've got each other, yet."

Uncle ljiph only groaned.
" Maybe the farm'll last us through ;

we're a'most worn out, and it won't be
long that we'll be waiting. With the
mfar and each other " - ;

" O, Dollv, Dolly, yon don't know
the worst, and I can't tell yon. I never
can ten you, Uoiiy. never uncle
Liph staggered part of the way across
the room, then turned suddenly.

"lhev re going to take it all, Dolly
everything, strip us clean, clean as

we were when we begun fifty years ago,
house and farm and cows, every

thing. There's been great careless-
ness as well as great wrong ; wrong and
carelessness and wrong from the very

eginning, and now they're coming.
The law'll let 'em, and it's got to go,
the back pastur', and tho wood-lo- t, and
the young orchard, and everything,
even Rube's grave, Dolly. O God !

haven't I served Thee these fifty years;
whv shonldst Thon cast me off now?"

The grap, scraggy face with the grav.
straggly hair around it, was turned to
wards the ceiling. Aunt Dolly went
out into the night.

It was stormy, and cold, and bitter.
The sleet cut against her chek, the
wind raved in her hair, and the snow
.Irifted at her feet, but Aunt Dolly
didn't mind it. She only wanted air
and to think. She leaned up against
the weather-browne- d clapboards. Was
it really going, going, going, all going?
She couldn't think,, one word alone
whistled over and over in her brain,
going, going. She looked off through
the storm to the dimly-ontline- d maple
beneath which lay Rube's grave. That,
too, was going.

Heart and brain together grew numb;
muscles, involuntarily acting, carried
Aunt Dolly into tho house. The voice
of an automaton said :

" It's time we ha 1 prayers, father."
The hands of a second automaton

opened the old book. A strained voice
began : t.

" The Lord is my sheperd ; I shall
not "

Tho two automatons Ml on their
knees with tears, broken sobs, aud half
articulation, and were automatons no
longer.

Uncle 'Liphalet went to no more
meetings.

"I'll fix tho back door, Dolly, but I
don't know anything whose hand '11
swing it," said he.

As for the "Native Village manufac

SUNDAY READINGS. ;
The of Worship.

Church is "a Utile heaven below.
I have been there ana still wonld go, '
Yet I am none of those who think it odd
A man can pray n:i bidden from the rasBOck.
And passing by t'je tutotrarflisKOCk, - - m t tKneal down remvtdt upon the aintpla aud 1 i JtX
niju bud m jomitt jmupruii iu v u.
km for the rest, intolerant ta nne "TV? t f V

Wbatevrr shape the pious tota m? bear!- - V JE'en the r pg ta' homage tu tha mu,
I wonld not hrhiy acorn, U'Mt v-- tlf-rs- . T
t spnrned the elements nf CiirMlsif vinTer'
VcknDwledgetBe.it tf Otd of .mauls fmflit;
A sense of need, of wrakuess, and indeed
That very thing so many Christians want Humili-ty- .

- Tkomti ll'mti. -

To feel a conviction of immortality
we must live for it. . xet any ne ,hrm
Iy believe that the soul is 'permanent;
and live from that beliei, and soon ex-
istence will seem permanent, too: the
world becoaies. the voil, t a brighter
glory that lies behind , it; the .ouudeu- i-
nation of unbelief is lifted oil, since the
mind, conscious of itsxown rooted-- be
ing, does not wait for invnorrautyj'r'iit

r oo3ri UCHvU UUIU ai&C7.

Starr King.
--Divine Worship. When goodness

and truth are united in a man, he then
has a ew will ant . uew .Miderstahil-in- g,

consequently a new fifer When
such ia the man's character, then in ev-
ery employment in which he is engaged
there is a divine worship:, tor Jie-th- en

respects the'd ivina in ttrfything; venv
erales it, - loves LL taml I tile 'fore woi
ships it. - That this thei genuine di-
vine worship, is unknown to those who
ptacj all worship iu ', adoration ,ayd
prayers, that is.in such things Asre(
the mouth and thought, . and nit la
such as are of works grounded in the
good of love and faith ? when yet the
Lrord regards nothing else in a man
but his heart, r when he . adores and
prays." To act according to the pre-
cepts of the Lord is the true worship
of Him yea, is truly love1 andftotjy--

faith. Swecdenborg. ' ' ?x
Salvation is the working ont of

Christian faith in the character. It is
the incarnation of the beatitudes in ev-
ery man's life,' One wlto n aver knows
what salvation means until lie comes to
die has but a poor nhderstanding of it.

Jilessed are the' merciful I How ran
we share that blessing unless we fret it
here on the streets Jwhere those who
need our mercy are sinninjf and suffer
ing? .."BU sseil are the pure in heart !"
How can we know that blessedness nn-- ;
less we conquer our worst nature ia the
midst of temptation ? The man oil his
death-be- d, when his natural force is
abated, sometimes ' feels that he has
overcome all his passions; but that is
not purity, that is dissolution. Repent-
ance and faith at death are often ' flow
ers growing, out of the decomposition
of avarice and lust. The theology
which makes salvation consist in a cn
sis through which the . soul passes at
death is a salvation which contradicts
our geometry, by giving men the whole
who have neve had the parts thereof.- -

New York IndcyendenL .
'

Genuine Piett the Bond op Chris
tian Unitv. A more extensive dinu
sion of piety among all sects will be the
best and only preparation for a cordial
union. Christians will Ihen be dispos-
ed to appreciate their differences more
equitably; to turn their duel attention
to points on which they agree; and, in
conseqnenoa of loving each other , more,
to make every concession consistent
with a good conscience. Instead ' of

ishing to vanquish others, every one
will be desirous of being vanquished
by the truth. In the room of being re
pelled by mutual antipathy, they will
be insensibly drawn nearer to eacn oth
er by the ties of mutual attachment.
A larger measure of the spirit of Christ
wonld prevent them from converting
every incidental variation into an Im-

passable boundary, or from coudemning
the most innocent and laudable nsages
for fear of sympathiszing with another
class of Christians. The general prev-
alence of piety in different communi
ties would insDire that mutual respect.
that heartfelt homage, for the virtues
conspicuous in the character of their re-
spective members, which would urge
us to ask with astonishment and regret,
why cannot we be one ? What is it that
obstructs our union ? Instead of main-
taining

ia
the barrier which separates us

from each other, and employing our-
selves in fortifying the frontiers of hos-
tile oomunities, we should be anxiously
devising the tneans of narrowing the
grounds of dispute by drawing the at-

tention of all parties to those j funda-
mental and catholic principles in which
they concur. Robert Hall. ,

Extravegant B.-lie- There is such
a thing as believing ; excessively even
things that are true. There are people
who believe so much in God that they
believe nothing else. Faith in them-
selves they consider impiety; faith in
their fellow-me- n, in human nature,' is a
kind of atheism. They ascribe to God
all goodness; all providence in divine
Providence. They are fatalists;, tbey
look on mankind as chips on the surface
of a stream. Whatever happens Ood
does; whatever does not happen God

"

withholds. They wait for God to clean
their streets, purge their gutters, secure! ,

their buildings from fire, protect their
cattle from murrain, their horses front II
throat ail, to keep off cholera, to arrest
pellow fever and smallpox. It would
be well if such people could for a time
cease altogether from believing in God.
The faith is stifling them. It is a fine
thing to believe in the moral perfection
of a person like Jesns. Such; a faith
exalts onr notion of human capacity,
makes ns aware of our hidden worth.
But if one believ b so much in Jesus
that ne cannot believe in anybody else,
it is a great misfortune. The office' of
such a faith is to exalt all men and wo-

men; teaching them not what .they are
good for, but that they are good f for; ;,

nothing, the decline of it is a thing to in
be devoutly wished in the name of faith
itself. The belief, instead of fertilizing
the world, floods it, drowns it, converts
it to a morass. The faith in immortali-
ty has suffered from the same cause,
and has been in some cases a. calamity.
The complaint is not that men have be-

lieved
J

it too sincerely, earnestly, fer-
vently, but that they have-allowe- it to
overlap and overlay other departments
of life. They have invested in too much
mind, have spread it overto large a snr-fac- e

of feeling. The one state of exist-
ence that interests them is the future
state. Existence on this side of the
grave is a thing to be borne patiently,
to be worried through as well as possi-
ble, but the real world, the world worth
living for and living in, is on the other
side. Many of these people, these quid
nones of the world to come, think that
their only business here is to procure in
an authorized pass into the world to
come. That done, they are ready to go.
Their object in life is accomplished.
They love to think of the vanity of hu-
man things, the insignificance of mun-
dane affairs the emptiness of ptmuits,
the hollowness of pleasures. , The fu-u- re

life encroaches on their tnonchts
till it occupies them wholly. Oth r
worldliness takes the place of wurldli-nes- s.

Ii. Frothhtgham
! ' An Indoor Tragedy. '

,

Well nigh half a century ago a newly t
married couple settled in one of the
western counties ' of Pennsylvania.
They had, what their neighbors deemed
a fair capital with which to begin life
a well -- stocked, though small farm,
sound health, good commtn sense, and
a more than average amount of nhrewd
intelligence and cnlture. Under all
this was a sincere trust in God and a
jealous, sensitive love for each other,
neither of which their neighbors knew
much about American backwoods far-

mers take a pride in eovering their emo-

tions nnder a hide, as tough as that of to
their beeves. They had three or four
children, and at night, over the kitchen

tnea, me reai purpose-o- r "Which, no
matter how it may be disguised, is to
separate the sexes, and to secure for
each the pleasure of being only in its
own society, xnere is no sacrifice men
will not make to get this luxury... They
will support the costliest clubs, they
will smoke, they will pretend any sort
of recrfeatiwl from cards, down to bil-
liards, sooner than not be apart from
women a portion of their time. The
like thing holds of the ladies in then--
own way,. .The inability of the men to
stay.a lioine .allows their wives so as-
semble; nratnal cluba in their own draw
ing-room- s, and they do so. For one
club the men haver- - the women have
hundreds just-a- s many as there are
houses.'- - ' - " ' ,

"The .truth is, the tastes of the sexes
radically, differ. - At .home .feminine lik
mgs prevau, and there 13 no man who
is not more or less aware that the minor
arrangements and wonderful and to him
npamiious niieree-iiK- e .ornamentation

of his house, are not for him nor for
his sex, but for the other, r nst as lit-
tle can be doubted' that men and wom-
en dress each for their own sex ; that it
is itlo, admiration of their own kind, not
of the opposite pne? they lay them-
selves most out for. . Men and women

ahd scoff, at each others! styles, both
ralwayjrfif-eomplaeen- v analtogether

MiuiLiipff cnujsjsm ol meir own.
5"Coiwtjrsatioii equally "betrays this
natural opposition. If the sexes had
real respect for one another, wonld they
indulge in these unbelievable

it ta those ofjLr (.;. i-- it-- i xit?i
The artificial style of "talk5" "which is the
jradiuonarT. custom ot the sexes is

1 - '1 At i . - " 1 . :i .
piaimy mat oi creatures wno ao not
understand each other and have mutual
suspicions. Ueingtrange, they betake
themselves to compliments.

twA qualification in reference to the
family relation has to be made. To a
man, his mother is not a woman she is
a divinity. The like party holds in a
girl to her father, and brothers and sis-
ters are not of any sex. ; ;; But . get 'out
side of this non-sexu- al circle, and the
antipathy comes quickly . into play.
Boys nearly hate girlsf&hd- - the : feeling
is returned. Old men cara nothing for
women of any age, except as nurses ;

eld women creep together. It is , only
during the central portion of life that
the sexes can be said to be civil to one
another. In faet.'H.if nature, had not
forced men and! women ito love each

ai .1 : .1. l : .n 7 1 1

oilier uu.nii.15 txiuu joilioii wiiij-iiiii- j,

and given them that incredible and per
plexing bribe of children, it is doubtful
whether they would have any mutual
liking. Love is all that exists between
them.

"It is astonishing, considering what a
complete, intricate; long association the

TOS.ui. a family ties a couple to,
that they do not become more really
intimate than they do even in the best
cases. Doubt may well slie felt that
t,hpr nre few husbands and- wivea Who.
in spite of all the trials they haye shar
ed, have not at the bottom ol their
hearts a sense of grievance one against
the other.

"It is all very sad ; but it cannot be
helped. . 1 he sexes are a partial failure,
and somehow has arisen an enormous
exajrere ration ot their liking lor one
anotlier. Looked at calmly, the inter
est which each has for the other is wo- -

fully lacking in versatility ; it is alike
moiiotomous and small mere love, in
fact." . v

3'lhie'ifnglisli Coal Supply.
? The Commissions rs, adopting 4,000
Yeetvas the pTobable limit of practicable
depth, came to the conclusion that there
exists in this kingdom an aggregate
quantity of about 14G,480,.,millions of
tons of available coal. If we assume that
the future population of this country
will remain constant, and that the con-
sumption for domestic and manufactur-
ing purposes,

m
inoluding.. exportation,

will continue uniform at the present
quantity, or merely vary from year to
year without advancing, then onr stock
of coal would represent a .consumption
of 1 , 273 years. But .i fv on the . other
hand, we assume that population and
consumption will go on increasing at
the rate exhibited by the statistics of
thelestten:yars, br, I might prob-aST- y

say pf tfie last fifty years, had ac--

then the whole quantity of coal would,
as shi iwn by Sir. Je von s, be exhausted
in the short space of 110 years. It will

generally admitted that the truth is
ikely to lie between these two extremes.

The Commissioners refrained from ex-

pressing an opinion as to what the peri-
od of duration would actually be, but
they, presented certain alternative views
W ui qvientioni resulting in periods va-

rying front 275 to SGO -- years. Kature

.The Folly of Pretense.
If God made you half a fool, it is bet-

ter that you should seem to be half a
fool than than that you should make be-

lieve that you are wise. All animals are
willing to seem what they are. An aas
is always willing to be thought an ass ;

and' he : honors God in,it. An owl is
always willing to be thought an owl :

and . ha fallfills the function given to
him, even if lie does look wiser than he
is. And a man should be willing to be
just what God made him. Not that he
should not desire to increase, to ang-menth- is

talents ; not that he should
not put his money out at interest ; but a
man who is ignorant had better admit
himself to be ignorant. A man who is
hdt a genine had better not think.him-sel- f

to be a genins. A man who is poor
had better think he is poor. A man
who is unskilled had better admit that
he is ' unskilled. ! Whatever you are,
while yon strive for greater excellence,
stand on that which is true and right,
and do nof make yourself out to be more
than you are. Do not attempt to prit
guises and pretenses, in the vain hope
of winning praise. A man talks to me
in snch a way that I see through him in
a moment. He is trying to make an im-

pression on me about himself, or about
thtSj Jhatt or the. other thing; and the
moment the door Is shut,' I say, "What
a fool he was to think that I could not
see through him And yet I go straight
to my neighbor's and try the same trick ;
and, when I am gone, he says, Whata
fool 1 'And ' he goes i to his neighbor,
and does the same thing ! Yonr charac-
ter in the community is a thing fixed,
definitelyand yonr reputation general-
ly will be what yonr character is. Men
see through your shams. They accom-
modate yon, and call you what they
think you want them to ; they call yon a
peacock." or an eagle, or any other bird,
.as the case may be, to please yon ; but
they lAugh las soon as your back is turn
ed ;. , for !.tney t miow wnat you are.
H you are a jackdaw, they know it.
And.these, weak nessesr these dishones-
ties, these" corrupting pretenses, after
all, win but Tery little. It is false coin
that you give, and yon get false change,
ad well as false goods. It is far the best
thing for' one to attempt to be real, and
to be willing to appear at just what he
is worth. --Vtf. 1 TV. BeeoJter.

yBoV.Ta Clean Petkoleum Lamps.
The easiest way to clean off petroU-n-

is to wash with thin milk of lime, which
forms an emulsion with the petroleum
and removes every trace of it; and by
washing a second time with milk of A

lime nl a small quantity of chloride of
lime,!ven the smell may be so com-
pletely removed as to render the vessel
thus cleansed fit for keeping beverages
in. . If the milk of lime be used warm,
instead of cold, the operation is render-
ed much shorter. The best time for
cleansing them ia in the morning, if not
convenience.

AllIhavsT Yes, she Is, sad 60& help ms 1

.T 1M. .Hmj
As party as tver ye see, sir.

Bat won by won darooped like, and died.
What was tt that took then, ye "re veins; 7

Why, poverty, snre and no donbt I
They perixh for food and fresh air, sir.

Like flowers lhried np in a drouth.
It was ureaof ai to lose them ? Ah, was it I

It seemed like my heart-ttrin- in would break.
Bat there's days when wid want and wid sorrow,

I'm thankful they are gone for tueir sake l
' Their father T well, sir, saints forgive me t

It's a that lowers its own 1

But what wid the sthrlke" and the liquor,
I'd better be strugguu' alone 1

tn I want to kep this trie T The darlint,
The last and dearest A all !

, 8hure you're ivver a tather yournelf, sir,
Or you wouldn't be sskiu' at all !

What is that 7 Milk and fond for the baby I
A docther and medicine free !

You, re huntin'ort all the sick childrsn,
An' poor toilln' mothers, like me 1

God bless you t an' thim that have sent you 1

' A new life you've given me, so,
Shlttf, sir, wont you look iu tlii eradle

At the colleen you've saved. Yore you go 7
p mothers o' mercies have pity I

O darlant, why could t you wait I '.
Dead ! dead ! aa' the hep in the dure way 1

Too late O, my baby I Too latel
t.i ii 'tltB CHILDLESS MO THER

BT MRS. M.;Oi linsss,
f. T lv m tiuilra rtnom one hv one. ' . J

1 Ul in uw aiieucn ia iffuiKn b ncv ,
out 01 lis snsaow, son ana mia.

Steals like a star my baby's faoe.

Hocking cold are the worlds poor joys,
How poor to me all its pomp and pride t

Jn my lap lie the baby's idle toys,
In this very room the baby died.

'k '
I will shut those broken toys away

Under the lid wher- - they mutely bide ;
I will smile in the faoe of a noisy day, ,

Just as if baby bad never died.
I will take np my work once more,

ia if T V. a .1 n. 1 a .1 i t Hnwn
4.tWho will dream that I ever wore

Motherhood's nne and holv crown 7

Who will deem my live ever bore
Fcnit the sweeter in grief and pain 7

The fitting smile that the baby wore,
Outrayed the light of the loftiest brain. '

111 met the man in the world's rude din
Who hath out lived his mother's kiss, '

Who hath forsaken her love for sin, ,

I will be spared her pang In this.
Man's way is hard and sore beset ;

Many must fall, but few can win. i i
Thanks, dear shepherd ! My lamb is safe,

Safe from sorrow and safe from sin.
Nevertheless, the way is long.

And tears leap np in the nnut of th snn I

I'd give ray world for a cradleong,
And a kiss from oaoy only one.

FACTS AND FANCIES. -

Mr. Candle observes that . bee- -
stung is bad and hornet-stun- g is worse.
but neither is comparable with woman s
tongue.

The recent decline in the price of
coal-o- il is a matter of congratulation to
the undertakers. They say that folks
don't kindle fires with the stuff when it
gets beyond a certain figure. J f

That "School of Journalism" at
Tale College is a success. An Iowa
editor has written to the President for a
couple of graduates as soon as they are
turned out. salary six dollars a wees.

A veterinary sturgeon who lives at
Wilmington . tried to "founder his
mother-in-la- w by dancing a polka with
her until she got warmed np, and then
giving her all the iced lemonade she
could drink.

Our valuable 1 contemporary, the
Honolulu Polynesian says : Ta hook--
ahora e ko kiaaina o Oahu, J. Kaonama
kahi o J. Kaaukai ka mei i make iho
hei. " We agree in subptance with this
view of the case.

A young gentleman has recently
procured a local habitation in Texas,
who now advertises lor a name, it any
one has such a thing to spare. He lost
his during aorolonered residence amonsr
the Indians, by whom he was kidnapped
a number oi years ago. imo parties
called Smith need apply

"Susan," said a girl, looking out of
the upper Btory of a grocery store on
Lorain street, addressing another girl
who was trying to enter at the front
door, "we've all been to prayer meeting
and been converted, so when you want
lager on Sunday you will have to come
in at the back door."

You can have no heaven after death
of which you have not sown the seed
before death. Keep a strict waoh over
your thoughts and affections, over your
imaginations and wishes, for according
to their character is the character of the
demons or angels that keep your com
pany. With what spirit your soul is
associated in the body, into the hands
af the same will Ton fall when yon are
oosed from the body. John PuUforo.

"Woodworth," said Charles Lamb,
"one day told me that he considered
Shakespeare greatly overrated. "There
is," said he, "an immensity of talk in
all Shakespeare wrote, and people are
takec by it. Now, if I had a mind I
could write exactly like Shakespeare."
"So you see," proceeded Lamb, quietly,
"it was only the mind that was wanting. "

Conversation between an inquiring
stranger and a steamboat pilot : "That
is Black Mountain ?" '"Yes, sir; high-
est mountain above Lake George."
"Any story or legend connected with
that mountain ' "Lots of 'em. Two
lovers went np that mountain once and
never came back again." "Indeed.
Why, what became of them ?" "Went
down on the other side."

Since Napoleon's death, country
physicians are growing crazy over the
cases of embolism developed through-
out the land. Last week, in Ohio, a
young lady died from what a round-heade- d

old doctor said was "heart klot
or embyolism of the' main flue of the
heart," but she revived in an hour, and
it was found had been temporarily chok-
ed by a chew of gum which she had
swallowed.

The Henpecked Man. The henpeck-
ed man iz most generally married ; but
there are instances on the record of
single men being harassed by the pul-
lets. .

Yn can alwns tell one ot these kind
ov men, espeshily if they are in the
company ot thair wives. Thay looked
as resighned tew thair fate az a hen tur-
key in a wet day..

Thare ain't nothing that will take the
starch out ot" man like being pecked
by a woman. It is wnss than a seven
mnths of the fever and agy.

The wives of henpecked husbands
most alwnz ont liv thair victims, and I
hav known them to get married agin,
and git hold ot a man that time (thank
the Lord !) who understood all the hen-pec- k

dodges.
One ot these kind ot husbands iz an

honor to his sex.
The henpecked man, when he gits ont

amnngst men, puts on an air ot bravery
and defiance, and once in a while will
git a leetle drunk and then go home
with a firm resolve that he will be cap-

tain ot his household ; but the old wo
man mx.n takes the glory ont of him,
and handles him just as she wonld a
haff grown ohicken, who had fell into a
swill barrel, and had to be jerked ont
awfnl quick. Jonh Iiillingt. ":

Like the youth of some other places,
the Pittsburg (Mass.) boys, to the num-

ber of 50 or 60 rush ont of evening
meetings as soon as the benediction is
pronounced, and stand ready to offer
their company to their opposites on the
other sex as they come out. - One of
these young bloods was . about giving
his arm to the girl of bis choice, a few
nights ago, when her father, who hasn't

bit of romance in his soul but a mighty
sight of vigor in bis mnele stepped np
and taking in the situation at a glance,
grasped the Touth by his coat collar,
lifted him about a yard clear of the
ground, and nearly shook him ont of
his trousers. The young man has been
shy of that miss ever since. He says
" it isn't safe to be hangin' ronnd a girl
whose father acts like a derrick.

periodical day of penitence and wivtch '

edness, the learning nnder p nalty o'
dark closets and thrashings, of the chief
fluty or man, therein was their religii
Life they were shown as a straight an"
hard path through a dark valley witl
the terrors of Sinai behind, and tin
trans ami tiitfalls of a flnrainar hrll 01
either side. Even Jacob's wife. Mary
holding her darlings to her breast, thsr
which mi mother's ivr throbbed witl
more tenderness, had no other sermoi
to preach to them. It never occurrei"
to her or her husband that it was int
just such fields of grain as those abon'
luunl under just snch towering cedars

that Jesus led his disciples, and taugh'
them, by the sunshine and the rain. tl'
tender mercies of Ood. The ' worh'
grew green around them, failed sgain.

M wrapped ittelf4n deep snows, yeai
aflD.year :HRa Bvnr sang its inyterion
song of tlie woods at their very door
and overheard the stars that had dt
olsred to patriarchs ,of , the, old worh
the tofrute secrets of Jelmvah blazone
them' forth fetiH irriK'garUo.l. Day unt
day uttered speech, and night nnti
night showed forth knowledge of Hire.
mt both fanner and wife were desf am

blind God was to be approached onh
through a dog-eare- d catecl .isin and fieh'
and river were worth only so much flab
and" wheat pef yrarr fyTle children's 'salTatiou being thu- -

provided for, the next thing to be in
snred was money. Husband and wif
worked and stinted , as only a Scotcl
Irish farmer's family can work or stint.-Al- l

produce that was saleable went tr
the market : the children were rear'
oj ,t!ierefuse,ihe jskim-mil- ptxire'!
baaon and watery! potatoes. Thei
clothes were coare and' patched, thcii
feet bare and chilblained. The hons
grew barer year by year, the father!
liack. more Xent, and, iis face harder
but the balance iucrrasfd dollar bydol
lar. As far the plump bonny Mary
she hat t long ago joined hat sisterhorx
of lean, yellowskinned, toothless wo-
men, who, with 'irty calico dress s am
wisps, of hair twisted . np lehind, ar
some times iound ia farm houses lik
ghastly megrims or daylight ecU rs o'
a wasted life, nen churning am
scrubbing were done she would sit )
until near morning washing and darn-
ing their clothes that tby - might lool
more "genteel," then she,'1rairirinr hei
aching body tot look at them when they
slept, praying for them with a fierc-longin-

to have power to be God him
self tc lw able to protect and care foi
them. The boys had certain strong an-
imal propensities, and physical t nden
cies which required skill and knowledge
to guide or restrain. One had a morbu
imagination ; another a tendency to al-

coholic poisoning, against which hit-die- t

and training from infancy shouli1
have defended him.- - The girls, left to
themselves, were , filling their braiiv,
with sickly false fancies of life and their
work in it. But what time had Man
to read or acquire in any way the powei
to comprehend or help her children?
There was the scrubbing and clmriiinp
to bo de, the, money to ie Faved.
Boys and girls were sent to colleges ami
seminaries f erory advantage that edu-
cation conld give th?nv was theirs ; tlx
only mistake Jacob and his wife niadi'
in this respect wns not to educate them
selves as well, j Tlie chihlren went for-
ward, they sat down and grubbed.

What is the end of it all? The
daughters grew np dyspeptic and sickly
for the lack of early proper food ; they
married and died before middle age,
brilliant, hard .women, and neither ol
them in any sense religious. One son
went into politics, was successful, and

now a member of Congressone of
the most influential of his party. Jacob
and his mother read of his life in Wash-
ington, his wife's receptions, his popu
larity. . Uut long ago he was a stranger
to them. .. It is years since he crossed
the old threshold.1 ..What is there in
common between him and the ignorant.
boorish farmer and his wife ? A few
weeks ago, the last or the sons came
home to die ; the one of all the chil-
dren who had real power of intellect :

the only one who was not ashamed to
talk of " motlier " fondly to the last.
i He died in - her arms, a drunken.
worthless sot. I he thin, haggnrd wo
man closed his eyes without a tear. "1
have lost all my children," she said. "1
must have made a 'mistake somewhere
in the beginning. God know." Is no
other mother making this mistake T N.
V. Tribune.

iA Sudlna Story.
' In one of the cities of New Hamp-

shire, some years since, a man named
. y was elected Mayor, and very

important, he :. thought his position.
During his term of office a fire com pany
sent word that they should visit his city
and remain several days. The Mayor
called a meeting of the City Council to
see what should bo done towards enter-
taining the firemen. ' Ho wanted to
show the hospitality of the city in its
most munificent form, and proposed
that a collation should be given the
strangers. r"And what," asked one of the alder-
men, "do you propose to put on the
table for the collation ?"

lfe'l give thern,' said His Honor
reply, hot coflVe and sardines."

One of the council thought tliat sar-
dines and coffee were hardly up to the
mark for the hungry firemen.

"I know better," - aid the Mayor, in
an angry tone. "Sur "ines are hearty
and will be just what the men need."

"Perhaps," said an alderman, "His
Honor does not know what sard in a

'are." , , .

The Mayor sprang to. his feet, angry
all over. .

' "1 know," he shouted, "what sardines
are as well as you do, or any other mem-
ber of the board. I've eaten enough of
them in my life. They are easily pre-
pared. Just take two pieces of bread
and put a piece of ham between them
aod then your sardine is made."

His H nor sat down amid a roar of
laughter. He'd got thing, snch as sar-
dines and sandwiches, kinder mixed np

lis mind.

Bee to the Sheep. .

Sheen " thin in' flesh , should now he
sorted from the flock and giyen the ad-

vantage of extra feed. In m at flocks
whero there has been a natural increase,
many of the ewes have been reduced in
flesh by sustaining two lives and such
will be very likely to furnish a pelt be-

fore sprintr, unless properly fitted for
winter. The way to keep a strong,
healty flock is not to let any member of

get poor. - '

Flokicultuke.- - All lovers of flow-

ers must remember, that one blossom
allowed to mature or go to seed injures
the plant more than a dozen new buds,
Cut your flowers then, before they be-gi- n

to fade: - Adorn yonr rooms with
them; put them on your tables; send
bouquets to your friends who have no
flowers; or exchange favors with those
who have. All roses after they have
ceased to bloonr should be cut back,
that the strength of the root may go

forming new roots for next year. On
bushes not a Md should be allowed to
mature.


